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(1)  Letter by Aubrey Beardsley, dated April 27, 1894 :
To the Editor of the " Pall Mall Gazette "
SIR,
So much exception has been taken, both by the Press and
by private persons, to my title-page of the Yellow Book,
that I must plead for space in!your invaluable paper to
enlighten those who profess to find my picture unintelli-
gible. It represents a lady playing a piano in the middle of
afield. " Unpardonable affectation !" cry the critics. But
let us listen to Bomvet:
66 Christoph Willibald Hitter von Gluck, in order to warm
his imagination and to transport himself to Aulis or Sparta,
was accustomed to place himself in the middle of a field.
In this situation, with his piano Before him and a bottle of
champagne on each side, he wrote in the open air his two
Iphigenias, his Orpheus, and some other works."
I tremble to think of what the critics would say had I
introduced those bottles of champagne ! And yet we do not
call Gluck a decadent.
Yours obediently,
AUBREY BEARDSLEY
The Bodley Head
Vigo St., W.
(2) Then a parody of A. B. Walkley by Gerald Du Maurier,
written about 1920:
ONE EVENING
By VINEGA MAY
Lord Croghurst       .       .    MR G. HIGGS
A Doctor ....   MR WALKER
Meadows ....   MR KEMBLE KEAN
Lady Croghurst     .       .    Miss DOROTHY LIGHTNING
A Maid    ....   Miss PLINY
The elder Balzampleu once said that grief was like a
bognon trinbusse (one cannot translate it), a tumbledown
iortex, to borrow nobody's phrase, a slag-heap of the
muscle's imaginings, an uninspired profile, a bocodo deca-
denti. Sometimes, perhaps, Miss (or is it Mrs ?) May would
have it otherwise. Let us ' turquer ? her well-oiled theory of
what she endeavours to get through to us^ and rightly or
wrongly declinate. Che volta per se multinaplati garto.
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